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Sed in longum tamen evum 
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*¥~ HAT there is Nobody in town, is the obfervation of every 
§ — perfon one has met for feveral weeks paft; and though the | 
word Nobody, like its fellow-vocable Everybody, has a great lati- 
tude of fignification, and in this inflance means upwards of three- 

* {core thoufand people, yet undoubtedly in a certain rank of life, 
one finds, at this feafon, a very great blank in one’s accuftomed 
fociety. He whom circumftances oblige to remain in town, feels 
a fort of imprifonment, from which his more fortunate acquaint- | 
ance have efcaped to purer air, to frefher breezes, and a clearer | 
fky. He fees, with a very melancholy afpect, the clofe window- | 
fhutters of deferted houfes, the rnfted knockers, and mofly pave- 
ment of unfrequented {quares, and the few diftant {cattered figures 
of empty walks; while he fancies, in the country, the joyoufnefs 
of the reapers, and the fhout of the fportfman enlivening the 
fields; and within doors, the hours made jocund by the fettivity 
of affembled friends, the frolic, the dance, and the fong. 

Though the prevailing incidents of my later part of life have 
fixed it almoft conftantly to a town, yet no body is more enthu- 
fiaftically fond of the country than 1; and amidft all my banifh- 
ment from it, I have contrived {lill to preferve a relith for its plea- 
fures, and an enjoyment of its {ports, which few who vifit it fo 
feldom are able to retain. I can ftill weave an angling-line, or 
drefs a fly, am at leaft a hit-and-mifs man a-fhooting, and have 
not forgotten the tune of a View-Holla, or the encouraging Hark 
forward ! to a cautious hound. But though thefe are a fet of ca- 
‘pacities which mark one’s denizenfhip to the country, and which 
therefore [ am proud to retain, yet I confefs | am more delighted 
with its quieter and lefs turbulent pleafures. There isa fore of 
moral ufe of the country which every man who has not loft the 
rural fentiment will feel; a certain purity of mind and imagina- 
tion which its fcenes in{pire, a fimplicity, a colouring of nature 
on the objets around us, which correct the artifice and intereft- 
ednefs of the world, There is in the country a penfive vacancy (if 
the expreffion may be allowed me) of mind, which ftills the vio- 
lence of paffion, and the tumult of defire. One can hardly dream 
on the bank of fome namelefs brook, without waking a better 
and a wifer man, I early took the liberty of boafting to my read- 
ers, that, asa Lounger, 1 had rom to be idle without guilt, 
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and indolent without indifference. In the country, methinks, I 
find this difpofition congenial to the place; the air which breathes 
around me, like that which touches the Eolian harp, fteals on my 
foul a tender but varied tone of feeling, that lulls while it ele- 
vates, that foothes while it infpires, Not a blade that whiitles in 
the breeze, not a weed that fpreads its fpeckled leaves to the fun, 
but may. add fomething to the ideas of him who can lounge with 
all his mind open about him. 

Iam not fure if, in the regret which I feel for my abfence from 
the country, [ do not rate its enjoyments higher, and paint its 
land{capes in more glowing colours, than the reality might afford, 
I have long cultivated a talent very fortunate for a man of my 
difpofition, that of travelling in my eafy-chair, of tranfporting 
myfelf, without ftirring from my parlour, to diftant places and 
to abfent friends, of drawing fcenesin my mind’s eye, and of 
peopling them with the groups of fancy, or the fociety of remem- 
brance. When | have fometimes lately felt the drearinefs of the 
town, deferted by my acquaintance; when [| have returned from 
the coffeehoufe where the boxes were unoccupied, and ftrolled 
out from my accuftomed walk, which even the lame beggar had 
jeft; I was fain to fhut myfelf up in my room, order a difh of 
my beft tea, (for there is a fort of melancholy which difpofes one 
to make much of one’s felf), and calling up the powers of memo- 
ry and imagination, leave the folitary town for a folitude more 
interefling, which my younger days enjoyed in the country, 
which | think, and if | am wrong I do not wifh to be undecei- 
ved, was the moft elyfian {pot in the world, 

*Twas at an old Lady’s, a relation and godmother of mine, 
where a particular incident occafioned my being left during the 
vacation of two fucceflive feafons. Her houfe was formed out of 
the remains of an old Gothic caftle, of which one tower was {till 
almoft entire; it was tenanted by kindly daws and fwallows. Be- 
neath, in a modernized part of the building, refided the miftrefs 
of the manfion. The houfe was fkirted with a few majeftic elms 
and beeches, and the ftumps of feveral others fhewed that they 
had once been more numerous. To the weft a clump of firs co- 
vered a rugged rocky dell, where the rooks claimed a prefcriptive 
feignory. ‘Through this a dafhing rivulet forced its way, which 
afterwards grew quiet in its progrefs; and, gurgling gently 
through a piece of downy meadow-ground, crofled the bottom 
of the garden, where a little ruflic paling inclofed a wafhing- 
green, and a wicker-feat fronting the fouth was placed fcr the 
accommodation of the old Lady, whofe lefler tour, when her 
fields did not require a vifit, ufed to terminate in this fpot. Here, 
too, were ranged the hives for her bees, whofe hum, in a ftill, 
warm funfhine, foothed the good old Lady’s indolence, while 
their proverbial induftry was fometimes quoted for the inftruc- 
tion of her wafhers, The brook ran brawling through fome un- 
derwood on the outfide of the garden, and {oon after formed a 
little cafcade, which fell into the river that winded through a val- 
ley in front of the houfe. When hay-making or harvett was, go- 
ing on, my godmother took her long {tick in her hand, and over- 
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looked the labours of the mowers or reapers; though I believe 
there was little thrift in the fuperintendency, as the vifit gene- 
rally coft her a draught of beer or a dram, to encourage their di- 
ligence, 

Within doors fhe had fo able an affiftant, that her labour was 
little. In that department an old man-fervant was her mi- 
nifter, the father of my Peter, who ferves me not the lefs faith- 
fully that we have gathered nuts together in my godmother’s 
hazel bank. This old butler (I call him by his title of honour, 
though in truth he had many fubordinate offices) had originally 
enlifted with her hufband, who went into the army a youth, 
though he afterwards married and became a country gentleman, 
had been his fervant abroad, and attended him during his laft 
illnefs at home. His beft hat, which he wore a-Sundays, with 
a {carlet waiftcoat of his mafter’s, had {till a cockade in it, 

Her hufband’s books were in a room at the top of a {crew ftair- 
cafe, which had fearce been opened fince his death; but her own 
library for Sabbath or rainy days, was ranged in a little book- 
prefs in the parlour. It confifled, as far as I can remember, of 
feveral volumes of fermons, a Concordance, Thomas a’Kempis, 
Antoninus’s Meditations, the Works of the Author of the Whole 
Duty of Man, and a tranflation of Boethius ; the original editions 
of the Spectator and Guardian, Cowley’s Poems, Dryden’s Works, 
(of which | had loft a volume foon after | firft came about her 
houfe), Baker's Chronicle, Burnet’s Hiltory of his own Times, 
Lamb's Royal Cookery, Abercromby’s Scots Warriors, and Nisbet's 
Heraldry. 

The fubje@t of the laft-mentioned book was my godmother’s 
ftrong ground; and fhe could difentangle a point of genealogy 
beyond any body I ever knew. She had an excellent memory for 
anecdote; and her ftories, though fometimes long, were never 
tirefome; for fhe had been a woman of great beauty and accom-+ 
plifhment in her youth, and had kept fuch company as made the 
drama of her {tories refpectable and interefting. She {poke fre- 
quently of fuch of her own family as fhe remembered when a 
child, but fcarcely ever of thofe the had loft, though one could 
fee fhe thought of them often. She had buried a beloved huf- 
band and four children. Her youngeft, Edward, “* her beautiful, 
** her brave,” fell in Flanders, and was not entombed with his 
anceftors.. His picture, done when a child, an artlefs red and 
white portrait, fmelling at a nofegay, but very like withal, hung 
at her bedfide, and his {word and gorget were crofled under it, 
When fhe fpoke of a foldier, it was in a ftyle above her ufual 
fimplicity ; there was a fort of {well in her language, which fome- 
times a tear (for her age had not loft the privilege of tears) made 
till more eloquent. She kept her forrows, like the devotions 
that folaced them, facred to herfelf. They threw nothing of 
gloom over her deportment; a gentle fhade only, like the flecker- 
ed clouds of f{ummer, that increafe, not diminith the benignity of 
the feafon. 

She had few neighbours, and {till fewer vifitors ; but her re- 
ception of fuch as did vifit her, was cordial in the extreme. ee 
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prefled a little too much perhaps; but there was fo much heart 
and good-will in her importunity, as made her good things feem 
better than thofe of any other table. Nor was her attention con- 
fined only to the good fare of her guefts, though it might have 
flattered her vanity more than that of moft exhibitors of good 
dinners, becaufe the cookery was generally directed by herfelf. 
Their fervants lived as well in her hall, and their horfes in her 
ftable. She looked after the airing of their fheets, and faw their 
fires mended if the night was cold. Her old butler, who rofe be- 
times, would never fuffer any body to mount his horfe fafting. 

The parfon of the parifh was her gueft every Sunday, and faid 
prayers in the evening. To fay truth, he was no great genius, 
nor much a fcholar. | believe my godmother knew rather more 
of divinity than he did; but fhe received from him information of 
another fort; he told her who were the poor, the fick, the dying 
of the parifh, and the had fome afliftance, fome comfort for them 
all. 

I could draw the old lady at this moment !—drefled in grey, 
with a clean white hood nicely plaited, (for {he was fomewhat fini- 
cal about the neatnefs of her perfon), fitting :n her ftraight-backed 
elbow-chair, which ftood in a large window fcooped out of the 
thicknefs of the ancient wall. The middle panes of the window 
were of painted glafs, the ftory of Jofeph and his brethren. On 
the outfide waved a honeyfuckle tree, which often threw its fhade 
acrofs her book, or her work; but fhe would not allow it to be 
cut down. “ It has ftood there many a day,” faid fhe, ‘* and we 
** old inhabitants fhould bear with one another.” Methinks | fee 
her thus feated, her fpectacles on, but raifed a little on her brow 
for a paufe of explanation, their fhagreen-cafe laid between the 
leaves of a filver-clafped family-Bible —On one fide, her bell and 
fnuff-box, on the other her knitting apparatus in a blue damafk 
bag.—Between her and the fire an old Spanith pointer, that had 
formerly been her fon Edward’s, teafed, but not teafed out of 
his gravity, by a little terrier of mine.—All this is before me, and 
] am a hundred miles from town, its inhabitants, and its bufinefs. 
In town | may have feen fuch a figure; but the country {cenery 
around, like the tafteful frame of an excellent picture, gives it a 
heightening, a relief, which it would lofe in any other fituation. 

Some of my readers, perhaps, will look with little relith on the 
portrait, I know it is an egoti{m in me to talk of its value ; but 
over this dith of tea, and in fuch a temper of mind, one is given 
to egotifm, It will be only adding another to fay, that when | 
recall the rural fcene of the good old Lady’s abode, her fimple, her 
innocent, her ufeful employments, the affli@iions the fuftained in 
this world, the comforts the drew from another ; | feel a ferenity 
of foul, a benignity of affections, which | am fure confer happi- 
ne{s, and I think mutt promote virtue, 
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